* The Burning of Sawlon *
courtyard, making the fire roar and covering the spec-
tators with grit, Hard on its tail was a downpour of
rain. There was a rush for shelter. Narathihapate, who
had continued to sit watching the fire, dust and leaves
flying round him, was caught and immediately
drenched to the skin. When he looked at his dripping
garments, his mind was dully conscious of a parallel-
ism, the meaning of which he tried to decipher. In the
rencontre just over there had been two actors, Sawlon
and himself. They had both been drenched with water;
had both of them also been humiliated by the other? And
if he had burnt her body, had she scorched his soul? He
could not formulate the answers, but darkly feeling
that he was involved in a mystery, allowed himself to
be hurried back to his apartments.

Queen Saw, who had gravely observed the proceed-
ings throughout, bending her attention more upon
Narathihapate than upon Sawlon, had entered a closed
palanquin before the rain poured over. When she
heard that the King had retired, she followed him. He
was lying on a couch in a state of collapse. The women
had changed his clothes. Two of them were massaging
him. Others tried to tempt him with light refresh-
ments. The Queen took up a position at the back of the
room. Silently she watched him, as he lay motionless.
How would the tension go? She would wait.

As night drew on, he fell into a restless sleep, though
the air was fresher after the storm. She remained in the
room. Her ladies had made her comfortable under a
silk coverlet by a window whence she could view the
sky, brilliantly lit with stars. Not far off was the gilded
cone of a pagoda, .its tiny bells tinkling as puffs from
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